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C T I N G, dear Ronnell^ ife*s Perfe6):ion draws 

From no Obfervance of mechanic Laws. 
No fettled Maxims of a fav'rite Stage, 
No Rules deliver'd down from Age to Age, 
Let Players nicely mark them as they will. 
Can e'er entail hereditary Skill. , ^ * 
If 'mongft the humble Hearers of the Pit, 
At fome lov*d Play the old Man chance to fit, 
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i Mind recalls an OBjeC 
'. hates the Copy that it comes fo ne 
hy lov'd we WHks's Air, Booth's nerve 
Ithert \was natural, 'twas all their ov 
I Garrick^s Genius muft our Wonder r 
|it gives his Mimic no reflefled Praife. 
litiCfe^appy'Geiiius, wlidfi; anrivard 
lail live fot evetihthe Voice of Fatae^ 
■"is thine to lead wirfl iftotethan magic 
he Train of captive Paflions at thy 
b bid the budling Tear fpontaneous I 
I the fweet Senfe of fympathetic Woe 



And at the old Man's Look and frantic Stare j 
'Tis Lear alarms me, for I fee him there. ^; 

Nor yet confin'd to tragic Walks alone ; ]• 

The comic Mufe too claims thee for her own. 
With each delightful Requifite to pleafe, 
Tafte, Spirit, Judgment, Elegance, and Eafe, 
Familiar Nature forms thy only Rule, 
From Ranger's Rake to Drugget's vacant Fool. 
With Powers fb pliant, and fo various bleft. 
That what we fee the laft, we like the bell. 
Not idly pleas'd at Judgment's dear Expence 
But burft ourageous with the laugh of Senfe. 

Perfection's Top with weary Toil and Pain 
'Tis Genius only that can hope to gain. i 

The Play'r's Profeffion (tho' I hate the Phrgfe, A 
'Tis fo mechanic in thefe modern Days) ', 

, B 2 Lies 
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nnd untouch'd, what is it but Grimac 
one Standard make your juft Appea 
les the golden Secret; learn to feel. 
al or Monarch, happy or diftreft, 
lQx)T pleafes that is not poffefs'd. 

ICE on the Stage in Rome's declining . 
1 Chriftians were the Subjedl of their Pj 
erftcution dropp'd her iron Rod, 
Mortals wag'd an impious War with i 
Iftor flourifh'd of no vulgar Fame, 
re's Difciple, and Geneft his Name. 



C S ]! 

Refign'd with Patience to Religion's Laws, 
Yet braving Monarchs in his Saviour's Caufe. 
Fill'd with th' Idea of the facred Part, 
He felt a Zeal beyond the reach of Art, 
While Look and Voice, and Gefture all expreft 
A kindred Ardour in the Player's Breaft, 
Till as the Flame thro' all his Bofom ran. 
He loft the A(Sor and commehc'd the Mani ^ 
Profeft the Faith, his pagan Gods denied. 
And what he aiSed then, he after diedj ^^'^i ; 

The Player's Province they, but vainly try. 
Who want thefe pow'rs Deportment y Voice ^ and E^A 

The Critic Sight 'tis oiily (?wf^ cari pleafe ■' 
No Figure charms us if it has not Eafe. 

TheB 






I rate no A6tor's Merit from his Size. 
Superior Hight requiVes fuperior Gn 
And whjtc's a Oian^ with a va 
,nrri oidlca eH llr; 'rn 
Theatric Monarchs in their traj 
Affeft to mark the ft>lemn Pap^of,^^ 
One Foot put forward in Pofition ftrc 
The other Hke its Vaffal dragg'd alo 
So grave each Motion, fo exaQ and 
Like wooden Monarchs at a Puppet 
The Mien delights us that has nativ 



E 7 3 



Li 

^^■[ UNSKlLffeL ASdrs, l*e your mimic Apes, 
^^^ Will writhe their Bodies in a thoufand Shapes ; 
H However foreign from the Poet's Art, 

H No tragic Hero but admires a Start. 

K What though unfeeling of the nervous Line, 

H Who hut allows his Attitude is fine ? 

H While a whole Minute equipoiz'd he ftands, • 

H Till Praife difmils him with her echoing Hands. 

J -Refolv'd, though Nature hate the tedious Paufe, 

By Perfeveranceto extort Applaufe. 
When Romeo forrowing at his "JuUefs Doom, 
With eager Madnefs burfts the can'vafs Tomb, 
The fudden Whirl, ftretch'd Leg, and lifted Staff; 
Which pleafe the Vulgar, make the Critic laugh. 



Iplealing FoWrs UiUST 

nicer Judgijnent al\vays loaths Excel 
Bock or Bufkin who o'erleaps the Bount 
feufts our Reafon, and the Tafte conf 



[Of all the Evils which the Stage molel 
late your Fool. who overalls his Jcft. 
'ho murders what the Poet finely writ, 

tlike a Bungler haggles all his Wit, j 
ti Shrug, and Grin, and Gefture outj 
Id writes a foolifh Comment with his \ 
b yohnfon once, tho' Gibber's perter '' 
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With fteady Face, and fober hum'rous Mien, 
Fill'd the ftrong Outlines of the comic Scene. 
What was writ down, with decent Utterance fpoke. 
Betray 'd no Symptom of the confcious Jokej 
The very Man in Look, in Voice, in Air, 
And though upon the Stage, he feem'd no Play'r. 
The Word and A£tion fliould conjointly fuit. 
But aftine Words is labour too minute. 
Grimace will ever lead the Judgment wrong. 
While fober Humour marks th' Impreffion ftrong. 
Her proper Traits the fixt Attention hit. 
And bring me clofer to the Poet's Wit ; 
With her delighted o'er each Scene I go, 
Well-pleas'd, and not aiham'd of being fo. 



'Tis not enough the Voice be found and clear, 
'Tis Modulation that muft charm the Ear. 
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■e fame fott ^ounu. - - . -^^ 

, only make the yawning Hearers doxe 

L Voice all Modes of Paffion cane, 
iat marks theproper Word with prop. 
..noneemphatic can thatAaor call 

LlaysanequalE-P^^f— ^^--l 
\ So.Bo'ertheTon,uethelahour'dNle: 
Slowanddelib'rateastheparfngToU 

wewy-p,— ^-;^; 

Their words, like Stage-Proceffions ft. 
L.. .^.;:v,non but creates Difguft, J 
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Nor proper, Thornton, can thofe Sounds appear, 
Which bring not Numbers to thy nicer Ear ; 
For them in vain the pleafing Meafure flows 
Whofe Recitation runs it all to Profe; 
Repeating what the Poet fets not down. 
The Verb disjointing from its friendly Noun. 
While Paufe, and Break, and Repetition join 
To make a Difcord in each tuneful Line. 

Some placid Natures fill th' allotted Scene 
With lifelefs Drone, inlipid and ferene j 
While others thunder ev'ry Couplet o'er, 
And almoft crack your Ears with Rant and Roar. 
In fo much Noife but little Senfe is found, 
As empty Barrels make the greateft Sound. 
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More 



iMorepowerfulTerrortothe Mind con. 

'Thanhe, who fwol'n with big in^petuo 

Bullies the bulky Phantom off the S^ 
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The Modes of Grief are not includ 
lnthewhiteHandkerch.efandmourn1 
; A fingle Look more marks th' intern 
Than all the Windings of thelengthe 

U, to the F.« the quick Senfati. 
And darts its meaning from^ the fp| 
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In vain Ophelia gives her Flowrets round, 
And with her Straws fantaftic ftrews the Ground ; 
In vain now fihgs, now heaves the defp'rate Sigh, 
If Phrenzy fit not in the troubled Eye. 
In Gibber's Look commanding Sorrows fpeak. 
And call the Tear faft trick'ling down my Cheek. 

He who in Earneft ftudies o'er his Part , 

Will find true Nature cling about his Heart. 
All from their Eyes impulfive Thought reveal. 
And none can want Expreffion, who can feel. 

There is a Fault which ftirs the Critic's Rage, 
A Want of due Attention on the Stage. 
There have been Aflors, and admir'd ones too, 
Whofe tongues wound up let forward from their cue. 

In 



he Prompter's Voice recall them home 



VEST yourfelf of Hearers if you can, 
ftrive to fpeak, and be the very Man. 
(hould the well-bred A£l:or wifh to kr 
I fits above To-night, or who below, 
id th' harmonious Tones of Grief or Ra 
p Sqiiallers oft difgrace the Stage. 
:n with a fimp'ring Leer, and Bow proft 
fqueaking Cyrus greets the Boxes rour 
roud Mandane of imperial Race, 
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To fuit the Drefs demands the Aftor's Art, 
Yet there are thofe who over-drefs the Part. 
To fome prefcriptive Right gives fettled Things, 
Black Wigs to Murd'rers, feather'd Hats to Kings. 
But Michel Caffw might be drunk enough, 
Tho' all his Features were not grim'd with Snuff. 
Why fhou'd Pol Peachum (hine in fattin Cloaths.' 
Why ev'ry Devil dance in fcarlet Hofe .'' 



But in Stage-Cuftoms what offends me moft 
Is the Slip-door, and flowly-rifing Ghoft. 
Tell me, nor count the Queftion too fevere. 
Why need the difmal powder'd Forms appear.' 

When chilling Horrors fliake th' affrighted King, 
And Guilt torments him with her Scorpion Sting; 

When 
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Poet and A£tor thus with blended Skill 
Mould all our Paffions to their inftant Will ; 
'Tis thus, when feeling Garrick treads th' Stage, 
(The fpeaking Comment of his Shake/pear's Page.) 
Oft as I drink the Words with greedy Ears, 
I fhake with Horror, or diffolve with Tears. 
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O ne'er may Folly feize the Throne of Tafte, 
Nor Dulnefs lay the Realms of Genius wafte. 
No bouncing Crackers ape the Thundrer's Fire, 
No Tumbler float upon the bending Wire, 
More natural Ufes to the Stage belong, 
Than Tumblers, Monfters, Pantomime, or Song- 
For other Purpofe was that Spot defign'd ; 
To purge the Paflions and reform the Mind, 
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f-Thornton, to'lheel dare witn irutn( 
rhe decent Stage as Virtue's natural Fr 
rho' oft debas'd with Scenes profane an 
Ifo Reafon weighs againft it's proper U 
iTho' the lewd Prieft his facred Funaior 
Reli"ion's perfe£t Law is ftill the fame. 

\' 1 

I Shall they who trace the Paffions from 
Shew Scorn her Features, her own Ima^ 
/ho teach the Mind it's proper Force i 
InA hold the faithful Mirrour up to A 
feu-n ,u=;.. D,■/^fpfliaoLe!fi£.nrovoke Difila 



gone, nor leave a fihgle Trace behin 
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